Bergeant Collins had leaped from
behind the desk of the precinct statlon
At the first shout which arose on tho
Btreet. After years of service at the
same station deep In the elty's heart,
he could always distinguish, even
above the clatter and roar of traffie,
that quallty in n sudden uproar which
indicated danger or a dislurbance of
the peace,

As he ruabed to the door, with old
Ben, the turnkey, pottering slowly In
his wake lLe felt from sheer force of
habit for his rear hilp pocket to see
that his revolver was handy In case it
might be needed; and lis awore vigor-
ously to himself as It flashed across
his mind that he had left it in the
Lieutenant's locker—and that the
Lieutenant was then out for lunch.

When he reached the door, after
throe hasty atrides, he swore again and
then uttered a warning vell to some
children, who, Lewildercu by the cry
arlsing up tha street, were standing
doubtfully in the gutter.

“Git in some store, there!
yousal”

In one plance he had graeped the
situation. Half a block away, with
head high lifted, tall lashing its flanka
and stopping ewiftly forward a few
minsing steps at a time, was o Stesr—
one of the swift, rangy animals which
occaslonally escaped from the shipping
yards, a couple of blocks away, and
had their last tasta of wild freedom in
the city streets, Sometimes these ani-
mals, frightencd and blinded Ly the
roar and changing view about them
after thelr long journeys from the
Weat, were easlly rounded wup and
driven hack by attachés of the yard.
Sometimes they ran amuck in a wild
fit of desperation induced by terror.
And his first glance told the Sergeant
that this steer was of the latter kind.

“He sure means trouble!" groaned
the Bergeant, frantically glanocing
about the station to discover a weapon.
“Got a gun, Ben?"

Withouit waiting for the old man’s
mumbled reply in the negative, the
Sergeant spatched up a heavy night-
stick, only to throw it down with a
erasgh to pick up the rusty poker of the
massive stove, which stood cold and
dejected in the corner of the big, hore
room  throughout the summer. The
poiter was a huge affaly, and, in caze
of necessity, e rollectod, he voulil stun
R steer with It, In the meantime, he
fuently Blamed himself for leavine his
revalver in the locker. (e had placed
it there, after cleaning, to pive a free
toge of oil 4 chance ta loosen the ae-
tion which had beeome tightened with
rust

Ready as he was to do his duty. the
Sergeant paused with a criticnl eve as
he reached the open door. lle was poer-
fectly willlng 1o antack the steer with
his simple weapon If necud arose for
it, But he was also propared to hide
the arrival of ald If it could be done
without danger to passershy, For he
knew that to aseail the huge brute,
which stood pawing the street sweep-
inga, piled {n the gutter, all the while
looking about in readiness for Instant
assault on any thing or person which
geemed offensive, would be a desperate
affair indeed.

Vigorous shouts from the Sergeant
and Ben scared back two little girls
who were about to crosa the street,
One man, issuing absent-mindedly from
the swinging door of a saloon, glanced
up just in tline, upon hearing the cho-
rug of yells from the heads which
fringed all the windows in the block, to
leap wildly hack to his refuge, He
dashed throusgh the swinging door just
a3 one thousand pounds of beef and
bone hurtled in his direction. Had he
been observant, llke Sergeant Collins,
he doubtless would have breathed
thanks that hils pursuer was of the
long-horned varfety of range cattle,
One eager, searching horn Dbarely
reached his coat talls as he passed
through the door. The other spread-

Hurry,

ing out widely, caught on ths
door jamb and snapped off—bLut |t
ftopped the rush, although the hig

brown and white body was whirled
sldeways by the force of its own Im:
pact, banging against the bLrick wall
na the steer slipped on the sidewalk,
The awinging doors, slamming on Its
nose at the same moment, evidently
startled the animal, which backed off,
snorted londly and eyed the door men-
acingly from tha gutter.

“If he's golng to start charglin'
around here,” muttered the Bergeant,
with a glance at the low store {ronts
on all sldes, through which the refu-
gees wera peering, “it's goin’ to he bad.
Or if he goes after thim horses—-"

He glanced to the next hlock wheras
a long lins of drays were drawn up,
the horses placidly eating their noon.
day meal, while their drivers, hastily
arigen from the shady slde of the
huflding where they had been enting
their lunch, were watching the excite
ment on the block and keeping within
safe distance of (he factory doors

I be bad,” the Sergeant repeated,
a8 he took a fresh grip on the poker
and started forth. Then he stopped
with & sigh of relief.  On the apposite
eorner, aprinting toward the steer with
hig revolver already In his hand, was
voung Policeman Farrell, just elevated
to become a patrolman, after servico
AE & probationary,

“Don't waste time! He's dangerous!
Let him have L' yelled the Bergeant.

Pollceman Farrcll turned a counte-
nance toward him which was wreathed
in & smile of joyous excitement. He
waved & hand of recognitlon acrosa
the street and dropped to a brisk walk
a3 he approached the steer.

““He goes at him quick enough” re-
marked the Rergeanf, with a note of
admiration in his volee: “hut the hoy
sughtn't to go that close, He could
P w that damned brute from where he

A/

“He's made a good record In gun
practice,” mumbled old Ben; “maybe
he's waitin’'—"

But the Sergeant paid no atten!ion
to what the old man was saying. With-
out a pause, Farrell had kept on
swiftly toward the gteer, merely siv-

ing & peremptory shout which at-
tracted Its attentlon. Twenty yards
from the steer, without slackening

pace, he stepped Inta the street and

his clean-shaven chin. 1 was afeard
of what he might o with that Connor
gang up on the next block, But he's
started off well"

In fuct, when Farrell had first been
assigned to his precinet two days he-
fore, Captain Hagerty had bheen sorely
perplexed.  Lying as his station did, in
one of the roughest rezions of the elty,
his officers at times were called upon
to put forth thetr every ounce of phys-

“'HE EAYS, 'NO SOR,” SCARED LIKE"

still walked quickly toward il. The
gleer,  recopnizing  another  enemy,
elared at him for one threatening see-
nnd. The sight of s statue-like pose,
of the rigld tail held out stiffly from
the apine, of the striags of froth fall.
M Trom  the mouth, hrought forth
serenms of terror for the officer from
e women gathersd at the second-
“tory  windows. Even the Sergeant
velled o cauwtion down the block, al-
though he realized it would he futile,

, For just one inatant the steer held
ite pose. Pollceman Farrell was
within tweniytive feet of him and
suddenly halted, throwing up the arm
in which he held his revolver. Even
as he did so, the steer's head dropped
for the charge, its tail rose high above
Its back and the muscles of its tflanks
tightened, as it prepared to plunge for-
ward.

But the leap was never taken, Po-
llcemian Farrell had brought bis re-
volver forward at the end of his ex-
tended arm In the manner of target
ghooting, taught him in the pollce gal-
lery. The wild bellow which marked
the steer's impulse 1o charge was min-
gled with the sharp crack of smokeleas
powder from the otficer's U8, And with
Just enongh force In its contracting
muscles to hurl its huge bulk forward,
a llmp mass, upon its nose, the steer
dropped. the bullet hole almost imper-
ceptible in the long hair of its fore-
head. Then the prostrate bulk gave
one moaning =igh, and, with a last
stiffening of the mud-stained limbs,
gasped out ite life,

Hardly had the echo of the shot died
away, when the carcass Wwas sur-
rounded oy an eager crowd, the men
explaining why they had run, and
tliose attracted by the report from
around corners demanding shrilly
whet had huppened. ‘The girls from
the garmeni-working factorles of the
nelphiborhood swarmed out, in a de-
Hphted sense of half-terror, and lonked
admiringly at Polleeman Farrell, who,
perfectly unconcerned, but with a note
nf complacence in nis volee, explained
how he had hrst seen ine steer when
two blocks away.

“1 saw him take a poke at you," he
remarked as he slipped another eart-
ridge iuta his revolver, nodding his
head at the man who had been the
eteer's firgt ohieet of attack, “and it'a
a good thing he wasn't one of those
short-horned  Herefords we've  been
having shipped herq lately. He'd have
gong through that door right after
you, sure. His horn stopped him"

The man twirled his mustache in
this reflected glory and ecommenced
glving voluble deseriptions of his ex-
perfence. But Farrell seeing that two
mounted emigsaries from the stock-
vards were already on hand, turned
wil waplked toward the atation,

He mnde his report on the accur-
renee, smiling as the Sergeant cotpll-
mented him,  His superior oMeor even
chiimslly teled to explnin hig own non-
appearanes on the \eene

“It's porhaps n goodl thing,” eald
Farrell, consalingly: ‘It wonld have
heen, perbaps, nataral for you, if you'd
had vour gun, to fire at him when he
charged that time. An' it's mighty
hard 10 atop & Lig brute like that with
a ghot in the alde, It micht just have
made him mad, and he might lave
gone off on a tear all through the
distriet" '

And the Serpeant, well pleased with
this partial excuse for his not having
his weapon always at hand as the rules
requived, merely got his revolver from
the Lieutenant's Jocker at the earliest
possible moment and turned in o com:
mendatory report of Farrell's dead.

“It's glad 1 am 1o gee (hlg man has
somethin® in him,” mused Captain
Hagerty that evening, as he read the
report, the while passing & band over

feal and moral effort to handle some
of the turbulent characters which in-
fested the roglon. Llke many another
distriet of {ts sort, it was a hot-bed of
politirs.  And diplomary was required
in handling some cases, even If these
were elear infractions of the law, Far-
rell’s readiness with a "gun,” he fan-
cied, might save him much trouble
if he did not let his inclination run
tan far that way—if it did, the Captain
reflected grimly, there was a certainty
of trouble and plenty of |t.

His belief thut the eplsode in which
the patrolman had just figured would
help the officer’s standing came parily
true. The man who had been charged
by the steer was a resident of the dls-
triet and sapoke highly of Farrell's rush
into danger—hle tale magnifying the
evont In all detalls 30 as to emphasize
his own part and the coolness ha had
shown In escaping. By the time the
tale had permeated the district, Far-
rell wag a subject of much curlosity
1o the Connor gang, who made “Hen's
Placet and “The Old ‘49" their head-
auarters. 8o on his first shift to o
nizht heat, when the gentry who fre-
quented those places were spending
their hours of lelaure consuming beer,
Farrell found himself a center of Inter-
et and was asked to have a drink In
several bars, Liesldes helng greeted In
friendly fashion by numerous real-
dents of his precinet,

“Whatever ye dn,” his captain had
cautloned him. “don’t go to drinkin’
with any of thim loafers around here,
There's n rula on the departmint that
an officer musin’t Inter a saloon execipt
on duty. Ye can sce 11's a dead letter.
Rut it'll be hard for ye if ye get In a
row some time, in one of thim places.
1f ve want a sup of beer occasionally,
take It when ye're off duty."

But a few days of watrhing told him
that Farrell clearly was not obeying
his mandate—aor, rather, was not fol-
lowing hig advice. The policeman was
of n sociable disposition apparently,
thought his chief disgustedly, but he
refralned from speaking to him on the
subject,  Farrell never showed the ef-
fecis of liquor, except in & elightly
heightened calor, alwavs ealled up
promptly and followed the routine of
hia station in methodlcal fashion, But
lie remained a good deal of & mystery
to Lis commanding ofMceers,

“To you belleve Farrell's siringin' in
with that bunch on the uext hlock?"

Hagerty once demanded ol Sergeant
Collins o secret conclave, “101 be &
bad thing for him if he is. They've

got too many black marks agalnst
them. Young Connor, one of that gang,
is in the pen now. Yet here's Farrell
comin' in night after nlght, without
ever havin' traubde with thim"

The Sergeant shook his head In slow
perplexity.

“He's a decent, well spoken boy,” he
remarked In o worried tone; “but 1
can’t #lae him up some way. [ don't
think hie's stringin® in with that gang.
Bt 1 wind a few nighis ago—1 was
making the rounds on the upper end
of the precinet—thut I heard some of
that bunch up at Grogan's makin'
cracks about him as he walked past,
He heard 'em all right, But he never
batted an eye. You know how those
fellows stand In with th' administra:
tion? Well, I'd told him not to beat
any of them up If he ever made a
pinch, just as a matter of poliey. But
I didn't tell him to atand for them
abugin' him any. One of them chucked
hal!f a brick vight near him—he threw
it into a puddle Farrell was passin’ and
did it on purpose to splash the water
over him. It splashed a!ll over his tron:
sers. Yet he made out he didn't no.
tive and walked on."

“Yet 1 saw him takin’ a drink with
one of thim fellers, nol long sinca"™
sald the myetifled captain, a8 he
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slammed down his desk. “Thera's
somethin' [ don't like about that man.”

Even a faint whisper spreads—and
oft times with canstderalile speed. [t
was not long before & hint or two that
Farrell was letting  himaelf e
“hluffed' by the tougher alement of the
reglon Legan to poreolate through the
night squad. And this was made a
certainty when. ailer walking in pairs
on Saturday evenings #8 was the ens-
tom i{n the precinct on account of its
turbulence on pay nights, Farre|l's va.
rlous companions had all brought back
storles which, small enough in them-
solves, scemed Lo Instify tha whispered
eusplcion that he was “off color.”

“Any man who vould let them fallys
on the north edege of the beat talk back
to him needs to e taught somethin','”
sald a grizzled patrolmun of long axpe-
rlence In the wisl, 88 he converserld
with a few fellow ofticers. “Whin 1 wint
past there with him last Saturday, he
first suggeated walliin® on the far side
of the sireet, [ toid him | wanted to
gee who was in thut gang on the cor-
per. Whin we pag=ed they commenced
makin' remarks about brass hultons
and salld bone heads. 1 turns quick
enough an® grabs one of them, askin’
if he meang me. !le says, ‘No, sor,
scarcd llke, for | was gettin® my night
tick ready, I glves him a4 shake and
asks If he means th' other offirer. He
hesitates a2 minute, 8o I shakes him
and he save ‘no’ agaln. But there's
Farrell--younger man than | am--
atands there gavin' ‘ah, come on.' Why,
that's jus! encouragin’ them guys. An’
I didn’t like the way he acted walkin®
back down the beat.”

“He's afraid, that's what he is,' said
& quiet volee [rom the rear of the
room, where the wagon-man was smolk-
Ing his pipe.

“Ah, .come, Jim—don't sray that—
give him a chance—'" burst from the
others. For to accuse a policeman of
being afrald was In the minds of
every loyal officer at once the worat
insult and the one which needed most
proving In the entire category of accu-
gations. Never in the history of their
department had any man been sum-
moned before the hoard on charges of
cowardlce In spite of numerous cases
reported of neglect of duty, When a
solitary case had been reported In an-
othar city, when, for the firet time in
that department’s history an officer
had had the buttons cut from his coat
on a charge of cowardlce, the membliers
of the department had refralned from
discussing the article and had all felt,
indirectly, that this war a blot on thoe
eatire calling, So exposatulailon was
Beneral.

The wagon-man walted quletly until
protests had died down.

“l know what I'm talking about,” he
sald, eonfidently. *“1 was called out in
A hurry up 10 the edge of the pracinet
last Saturday. The call from the hox
sald things looked ugly, The eaptain
ordered Farrell to go with the wagon.
Now, you know what a quick trip of
the wagon does In this distriet—It
draws everybody ountdoors. Halfway
to the hox Farrell claimed he had left
hia gun behind and got white in the
face. When we got to the hox wa found
Jerry Mandel, pinchin® a couple of
those tonghs that hang up around
there, He was havin' his hands full
aAnd thera must have been five hiindred
arotind that hox watehin' the fight, all
yellin’. Would you belleva [t?7 Farrell
kept inside the wagon, askin' 1o have
the prisoners passed in to him. He
pretended not  to underatand  and
wouldn't budge when Mandel yelled to
come down and help him. [ had to
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FARRELL
HIMSELF By E B. Waterworth

S0 In the course of a few weeks Far-
rell commenced to have the reputation
of an unreliable man. No cowardice
ohargea were whispered, but It was
clear that men on his beat did not
wish to walk with him. And finally
came the climax.

Farrell had been maslgned to keep
order at one of the boxing shows held
by an athletie elub in the neighbor.
hood—a “club’ which supported itself
Iargely by holding ring bouta and hy
the proceeds of its har. Partisanship
shown by the referea had caused n
surge toward the ring on the part of
disgruntled spectators, ono chalr had
already been thrown within the arena
and affalrs seemed ripe for & general
outhreak when  Sergeant Colling
gqueezed through the ropes, calling on
Farrell to follow, This Farrell had
not done, and the Sergeant strolling
along the horders of the ring Liad con-
femptuously rapped with his heavy
night stick the heads of a few hardy
splrits, who were endeavoring to climb
into the enclogure. One glance at ar-
rell’a face in the crowd below made
him turn away with contempt,

“It was rank violatlon of orders and
the mtan was scared to death,” he sald
that evening to the ecaptain, as they
st in the latter's private office. A
prize fieht crowid's . tha easleat in
the world to landle—-lots of noise
and mno danger 1 Jest didn't want
anybndy gettin® in the ring, where
there was space enough for a serap,
so I ealled FParrell o follow. And his
face went white as chalk and he was
shakin' all over. He heard me all
right. He Jest dida’t come.”

Anidl the captain, exasperated by
other reporig of the kind against Far-
rell, and rendered even more Irritable
by the policeman's weak defense of
not having heard, ordered him to ap-
pear the next meeting hefore the police
board. As the yvoung officer left the
room, with bowed head, Captain Hag-
erty hesitated a moment before making
out his complaint,

“I've never accused another man of
hein' & coward yet,” he muttered to
himself, as he ran his eyes over Far-
eil's record, “but thers's plenty of
vazes here that look bad. Still, 11
juzt put him down for neglect of duty.”

Pollea Commisslioners, well versed In
thelr duties, can often read between
the lines of & report made to them.
And when they lssned a summons for
Farrell to appear. the president, an old
man. long in office, gazed thoughtfully
and rather sadly at the slip In his
hand.

“It's the first case of the sort ever
reported to me,”" he said slowly, “and
I hope the officer can clear himself.
I'm glad It's worded this way so the
newspapers won't see anything In it
But we konow what It means.”

His colleaguea nodded assent.

“I suppose he's that big young fellow
gitting in the anteroom,"” remarked one
of tha commissioners; “he's large
enough not to have any troubles of the
gort. But what's that?"

The bonrd, In [ts exeentive session.
was acoupying a room in the eity hall,
while their own rooms at police head-
quarters were being repalred. From
the high windows of their room a shot
rang out and A hoarse and threaten-
ing volee eounld he heard shonting an-
grily as they hurried to the windows.

On the wida lawn of the hall and &%
most helow them stood a man bran
dishing a revolver and evidently
crazed with drink. He was grinning
and waving his arms wildly in trlumph
a8 he gesticulated at the figure of an-

himself erect and was slowly raising
bis arm to aim at MeCarthy, who, stjl]
tugging to get hia refractary weapon
from his pocket, wans panting gamely
acroes the lawn

“Poor Mac!"” sald the prezident iin.
der his breath and started to turn
away his head-—far he bhad known the
veleran officer for years and could not
bear to ses what was coming. Then
he suddenly whirled to the window
agalo at the viee-president's ery:

“loook! Look!" shouted that official.

Out of the door of the hall beneath
them darted Fuarvell, whose leap down
the stairs from the anteroom had de-
tained him but a few seconda. In his
hand he held a revolver—a lengthy,
heavy pollce weapon, which he han-
dled with accustomed alr, Almost un-
coneclously, the commissioners glanced
at the mulatto, who had turned at the
gonnd of the door slumming and
whose baleful fare, as he glarad at Far.
rell, made them shiver with {ts in-
tenaity of insane ferocliy—then thev
turned toward Farrell who bad leaped
lightly out on the lawn and quickly,
almost blithely, was approaching the
man. Through the windows they could
aven catch the officer’s clear laugh of
contempt.

“Put down that gun, you d—d nig-
ger, or I'll send you where you be
long!" he shouted In a sneeringly
peremptory tons. “Drop It, | say' If
that gun ain’t on the lawn when I
reach that walk you get what's comin’
to you!"

Under the commanding tomes the
mulatto had hesitated for a moment
—then he raised his weapon with a
glare of hate In hig eye and leveled it
at Farrell. And at the same instant
Farrell leaped boldly forward on to
the walk he had defined as a boundary
and threw up his own revalver with a
rapid, snake-like gestura—Dbut before
he could press the trigger, the mulatio,
succumbing under the cold gleam of
the eye  which shone dawn the barrel,
had dropped his weapon and cringed
shivering with fright, lis hands in
the alr, a pitiahle shrod of the danger-
ous murderer who had staod there hut
2 moment hefore.

Lowering his arm with the revoaiver,
but keeping the rocked weapon by hia
alde, the policeman waliied quickly up
to his prisoner, kicking the fallen
weapon far acrogs the ldwn, and ran a
practiced hand over his clpthes,

“He don't seem to he armed. Mac"
he sald, as the older man hasrens! np,
“yon might lead him 1o the box. Oh”
he added. as the mulatio, throngh
nervous tension or else Locaus=s of the
funmes of the drink reasserting them
selves, made a plunge backward, “'the
gent seems to prefer to ride” And,
lowering the hammer of hls own
volver with the hand that clutohed
the weapon, he sen! a gmagh pctross
the man’s forehead that stretchied him
genseless on the lawn.

I'WE NEVER ACCUSED ANOTHER MAN OF BEIN' A COWARD YET,
PUT HIM DOWN ‘FOR NEGLECT OF DUTY

Jump down myaself, and it's only luck
that that groen horse— the gray one—
didn’t get seared and run awpy "

“Maybe ho aln't aceustomed 1o hand-
Hn' n prisoner, yel," [oterposed one
polleeman

“He's big enongh: that's all I've  got
to say."” responded Jim ns he aroge
and walked back to the stailes

Not a man at the conclave repeatad
A word of the conversation. But Mitle
by Httle other ganecdotes came in about
Farrell, which made the eaptain atarn
at him doubtingly, Farrell nlways re-
ported for duty nent and clean, com-
plying to all the rules of departmental
dress. Hometimes he eame In with
flushed face and disordered collur, and
although the captain watched him ear
nestly for signs of llquor, he could not
distinguish any symptoms of drinking.

“He must have been havin' some
row,” he murmured to himself, “Why
doesn’t he make a pinch, | wonder?"

other man who was lying on the side-
wialli, moving noi at all  Across the
lawn, voming toward him with 1the la
Loved haste of age, was Patrolman
MeCartliy, the veteran guardian of the
grovnds about the hall  The old officer
was clearly in distress from his heeey,
hut was fumbling under the 1atls of hlg
voat as he ran, dogegedly, toward the
man  with the weapon, who had
dropped his gesticulation and stood
gazing a1 him with head slightly for-
ward, swaying slightly from the influ
ence of liqguor, it evidently keyed up
10 any frenzied decd, as could be seen
from his attitude,

‘It's that mulatto, Rogers, just out
of the penitentiary,” remarked the
president of the board, as calmly as
though another tragedy was not Im-
pending, “Le was sent up for homi-
cidle—now he's out and crazed with
drink agaln” There was no time to
say more. The mulatto bad drawn

1'LL JUST

“You'll have 1o e¢all an ambulance
for this man he sho', anyway' e
marked Policemnan Farrell cheerfully
to McCarthy: "but you won't find him
badly burt. | saw a piece of his con!
fly up when the nigger fired and 1
think the Imllet must just have grazed
Lis right shoulder.”

Then, without waiting for the ap-
proach of the morbid throng which
was pouring to the scene, and in which
he saw several offlerrs who would as
siat McCarthy, he turned to hig ses.
glon before the pollce binard,

It waa a quiel meeting, that execu-
tive sesslon. The veoteran president
colored as he read some of the charges,
which bore a double mcaning to the
officer's ears. And the policeman, sit-

ting silent, alsn caloped

For although
cowardlee wue not ol

reed |t was lme

plied.

There was gllence for o momeant as
the president concluded. Then he
aroee

"Officer” he sald, as he tors (he
charges Into slipg, “my enllearus and
I have had a few minutes of (l<cus

sion before we called vou in after wit.

neasing your work, In view nf your
recent performance, wo not only s
miss these charges, bt will son 1t
there (8 any ground for mallve Y
hind them —well "

Patrolman Farrell had risen tn hie

feet and 1n a husky volea that could
gcarcely be heard had ralsed hig hand
in Interruption.

“Those charges aln‘t maliclous, gen.
tlemen—they're trune,” ha whispered

For several momenta naothing conld
be heard in the board room seve the
heayy breathing of the patrolman
Once he ralsed an anguished fare and
moanad:

“Gientlemen—I1f you'll glva me a mo-
ment—|f yon'll glve me a chance to do
what's right!*

Again thera was ellence, Not a
member of the board stirred as the
blg policeman pressed his hands
againet hia face In a strong offort 1o
control his emotions. Then, with a
gulping sound, Farrell straightoned
himself and commenced to speai in a
hard, expreesionless voice.

“It's the truth, gentlemen: I'm a
coward. I've tried not to show i1, hut
I've done 1t. I've always been thal
way. When I was a boy, I had a step
father—he used to come home drunk
and beat me—beat me ‘til the doctor
sald my nervous system was shattered.
At school, 1 was bigger than most hovs
of my age—an' stronger. Yet smaller
boya could llek me. Somethin' seemed
to turn to water in me, when [ went
to fight barck. I wonld lose my
strength, In all my fights, gentlemon
I was licked. [ grew up that wav—
and you den't know what It means te¢
a boy, vear after vear. 1 lost confl
dence in myself-—couldn’t do anythins
na well as the rest. An' It's told or
me, it's told on me!

“1 learned how to use a revolver—
the drill

gsergeant can ghow you mj
record. When my mother and | moved
here, 1 thought 1'd leave all the oid
life behind me [t didn’t rake any

hravery in me to kill that steer vou
read alout Inst now! I can shoor, s¢
e never had a chance. 1 could have
dropped that drunken nigger out there
before he ever raised a gun. That
wisn't bravery. Yot I et those follows
in my procinet bInff me, lecduse
I conldn’t use a revalver in a little
sorap lke that—an' If 1'd fonght themr
I bave heen licked. strong as | am
1'% the old vellow strenll, comin' back
Them charges aro right,
I'm o coward."

gentletiien

The officer buried his face in his
hands again. ¥For an instant nn one
spoke.  Then the president  aros:

softly, and put his hand on the police
wan's shoulder,

“No man whoge nervous svatem has
been shatiered can say he has a vellow

sireak, afier the way vou've acted,
Favrell,” he sald, slowly. “Yon've sim-
ply heen wi a disadvantage ail zour

life anil don't realize now fhat vou are

on an even footing with aps adver
sary. You have the law beliind sou as
welll You are not a cawarl, either.
It took moral courage o fell us what
you've jus! done, and we nead moral
courage inu this department, Just a8 we
noed the phivsical Kind of bravery., You
haven't fonnd souisall, that's all,

Now, listen The charges are dls
infaned, 1 owill g0 you are mada s
desk man until you appreciate what |
say —tha!  contidenge (o vourself (s
what vou want and thut you will be

supported when you do vour duty.
you want 1o ey this new run?

Polleeman  Farrell 1fted his
and his eyes were wet,

"I'd like to, gir,” he gald simply;
"and I hope, God witlin', that if 1 come
before ye again, It wou't be as Farrel,
the coward.”

Lra

head

It was at the pext quarterly meeting
of the board that the president, with
& grim churkle, read the account of a
capture of two armed Italians, badly
wanted as wilneszes in n “black hand”
vase, by a policeman who had knocked
them down with his night stick and
had drageed them to a patrol box
through a shricking mob of the prison
ers’ friends, who had been deterred by
the officer's demeanor from trying te
rescue his captives,

“The officer's name is Farrell” re
marked the president slowly. “1 rather
think, gentlemen, that the young man
has found himself.”




